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Dave couldn't bring himself to speak, didn't have any words left to say. It hurt so bad, he could have sworn it 
was as if they'd ripped his still beating heart right out of his chest. The redhead had thought they were 
supposed to be brothers, that they were a unit, a family. That they were going to be together, just the four 
of them for all time. Make it or break it. Fame or no fame. But now it appeared he had been wrong, again. He 


had backed the wrong horse, again. 


The guitarist felt the lump lodged in his sore throat, making it difficult to swallow, painful even His heart was 
sinking into the pit of his stomach, and he looked down at his own cold hands, shivering out of fear, 
embarrassment, abscence and sorrow. His right shoulder was slumped against the chilly car window and he'd 
pulled his legs up onto the front seat, dirty shoes against the fabric of the cushion beneath him. Picking his 
head up, the young man stared off into nowhere as landscapes flew by, hazel eyes glued to nothing in 
particular and layered with a hue of wetness. The bridge of his freckled nose was stinging badly with the urge 


to cry as he held himself close, thin arms wrapped around himself in protection. He was determined not to let 


anyone see how badly wounded he was. 


But the tears didn't take no for an answer, trailing lazily down his cheeks as his bottom lip quivered. He was 
thankful for the strawberry blonde curls that had fallen forward across his shoulder to obscure his face 
from the view of the driver, albeit the tiny sniffles escaping were no use attempting to conceal. 


It was James who had decided to take the wheel. Of course it had to be James, Cliff was the new guy and 
Lars was the stuck up Prince Poppycock who always got his will through and skipped the difficulties when he 
could. Dave had realized that he had been a problem, but no one had mentioned it to him. His band mates had 
seen him as a leech, feeding off of their energy and their successes to stifle his own addictions. Why hadn't 
they talked to him? 

Because he wouldn't have listened, a small voice in his head persisted, but he ignored it, squeezing his eyes 
shut. He couldn't remember ever having been hurt so bad, and every time he tried to rethink what the boys 
he thought were his friends had said to him, the way they'd given him no warning and no seconds chances, 
fresh tears welled up in his redrimmed eyes, making them swim in glossy wetness. He didn't bother to wipe 


them away. 


Dave thought he should have seen it coming. The redhead had seen hints of the other's beginning to avoid him, 
had seen them beginning to ease themselves away from him. More often than not he'd found himself all alone. 
And he understood Lars, who had always seemed to have some sort of unseen wall built between them. Like he 
didn't expect him to stick around, almost. It was that danish drummer's band, his baby, and Dave knew Lars 
had been waiting for him to fuck it up from the first minute. Cliff was understandable, as well. He was the new 
guy who didn't know the ropes yet, and despite being nice, he had to listen to the band leader if he wanted to 


keep his position No, what Dave didn't understand was James. 


They'd shared a special bond from the start, almost like they'd been twins separated at birth, soulmates and 
best friends and brothers, and at times more than that. At times, there'd be intimacy that only lovers would 
share, but it didn't appear as strange between the two of them. No one else knew, what they did was their 
business alone. Secrets were made to be kept, and this one was closely guarded. The redhead had allowed it 
because for the first time in his life, he'd found himself building a trust for another human being and not just 
a dog. He'd felt devoted to the younger man, wanted to be there for him and show him life's goods. 


That was the worst part, that was where the thorn in his side lay, the crack in his heart. That James, out of 
all people, hadn't stood up to Lars and begged for him to stay. Not even when Dave had pleaded with his eyes, 
something he simply didn't do unwarranted, had the blonde tried to defend him. And it had stung, it had felt like 
a slap to the face and a stab in the back, like the air was sucked right out of his lungs. The realization that 
James wanted him gone as well, that no one was going to back him up and hold his hand through this. 


The older boy couldn't look at his friend's face - former friend, that was - as he didn't want to know what it 
held. He didn't want to know whether it'd be a guilty expression he'd find, or some sort of indifference. The air 
was charged between them, neither knowing what to say, both lost in their thoughts. It was the longest car 
drive Dave had ever had up until that point, and he'd never experience another like it in the future. It would be 


etched into his memory for all time as the day his trust in humanity wavered and dispersed, dissolved into 


thin air. Then they came to a stop, Dave briefly aware of a bus stop sign outsidejust outside the window, the 
glass fogged up and a film of tears blurring his vision as he heard the sound of the other car door opening 
and shutting. It was for real. 


